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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

A SYMPHONIC SUITE 

The Jig of Forslin, by Conrad Aiken. Four Seas Co. 

We have had other symphonies in verse, but none of them, 

for the present reviewer, gives the effect of music, evokes 

so nearly the same kind of emotion music evokes, as this book 

does. The term symphony not only suits it, but there is no 

other one word suits it so well. The publishers call this a 

"novel in verse" — a story of adventure in a man's mental 

hinterland; but while it is true that the poem is more than 

a collection of episodes, the parts are bound together not as 

the parts of a story, but as the movements of a symphony, 

with repetition of phrase and theme, moods and motives, 

which appear and reappear, are joined and again dispersed, in 

no logical pattern, but fluctuating and flowing: 

Music heard in a dream; or hid in a wall; 
Like a slow music, moving under a sea. 

In it you may know what it is you are thinking when you 
are not thinking, see the procession of dream and memory 
and desire as it goes sliding by in the mind, when the mind 
is numbed or drifts, resting from its obvious, actual life, and 
experience merges with the experience outside. 

It might be pointed out that in this book, as in others by 
Conrad Aiken, there is a disproportionate abundance of 
harlotry; but perhaps that is what one must expect looking 
at Forslin, or at any not too aged man, through glasses 
Freudian. Real and unreal are blended, the submerged rises 
into sight, the thwarted reaches out into satisfaction, and life 
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is lived beyond the limits imposed by inhibition and necessity, 

time, space. 

Ever I turn and turn, with my turning shadow, 
Ever like smoke I am blown and spread and die. 

H.H. 
OUR CONTEMPORARIES 

THE HAWK'S WELL 

I was passing a store window when I noticed an attractive 
cover on a magazine. Closer inspection revealed the fact 
that it was a reproduction of a painting by Edmund Dulac, 
fine enough to make one care to preserve it. So I gave the 
clerk a quarter for the March number of Harper's Bazar 
and began turning the pages to see if there were more illus- 
trations by Dulac. As it happened, there was nothing with 
any direct reference to the Chinese lady on the cover, but 
there was an article on The Hawk's Well, the Noh play 
written by William Butler Yeats, with Dulac's designs for 
the costumes and for the masks worn by the two principal 
characters. This was interesting, and I congratulated myself 
on having bought the magazine, usually associated in one's 
mind with fashions, for which, being on the edge of the 
desert, I had no present use. The article and illustrations 
covered two full pages in the body of the magazine, and I 
fancied that that was all there was to it. Not until I reached 
home did I notice at the bottom of the second page of the 
article (which proved to be a preface by Mr. Yeats) a note 
in small type: Continued on page 132; and there, sure 
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